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Cheated 


Author's Notes: 
This story is purely fictional and | have no ties to Oklahoma City or Motley Crue. Parker and all other original 


characters are random characters | have created. 


| have posted and completed this story before from Parker's point of view only, but | wanted to add more to 


it so l'm re-writing. Enjoy and feel free to leave your thoughts or suggestions! 


Parker's POV 


| sat my bag down in the living room of what used to be my Dad's dream house before he was killed in a plane 
crash, an eerie feeling washing over me that | knew was silly for me to be feeling. The house was barely six 
months old when dad died and had been left to me and my twin brother Asher. | was living with my boyfriend 
at the time and didn't think | could stand to live in the house without my dad and Asher was a die-hard 
Marine who stayed deployed all the time so the house had just been sitting for the last two years with an 


occasional tune up and cleaning from me. Thanks to my boyfriend of two and half years who had been my 
fiance' for two weeks now cheating on me, this was my home now, regardless of how creepy it may have felt. 


"This is the last of your stuff." My best friend Criss said walking in with the rest of my bags. 
"Thanks. So, uh, you wouldn't want to claim a room and stay here with me would you?" 


"Are you kidding me? | would love to claim a room in this house. I'll bring my stuff tomorrow. | call dibs on the 
master bedroom though." 


"Bullshit." 
He laughed. "I'm just kidding. Hey, | want to go flying.” 
“Alright. lim working on getting my stuff current again and getting the planes current on their maintenance." 


My dad had been an amazing pilot and had passed on his love for aviation to my brother and myself. Dad 
owned five planes and had taught me how to fly, but | hadn't flown since he died. He had flown on a stunt team 
with a couple of his buddies who had also quit flying the team after dad died but they had contacted me 
recently wanting me to take his place, which | had gladly accepted. 


"Hey, are you sure you're going to be okay to work tonight? The weather is supposed to be shit and you're 
crazy enough in your right mind, much less being distracted by being cheated on 


"Yeah, I'll be fine. The shock has worn off and I'm glad to be back in dad's house, | think, and have my best 


friend as a roommate. 


Criss wrapped me in a hug. "You will be fine. You have a whole department of guys behind you and one day 
some lucky guy will realize what a kick ass chick you are and do whatever he has to do to reel you in and you 
will finally get what you deserve. Trust me, if you weren't my best friend and like my litle sister | would be 
all over you and you wouldn't be able to resist me." 


"Oh shut up, Criss!" 

"What? You know it's true” 

"You keep felling yourself that, buddy’ 

Criss and | made a sweep throughout the house and | showed him which room could be his which was right 
down the hall from the master bedroom that | was going to claim. | had almost forgotten just how amazing 


this house was and | felt guilty for having not been living here all along, knowing that it's what my dad would 


have wanted. | was back home now though and | was going to make it my own and make Dad proud. 


"One thing is for sure, " Criss said looking at all of the pictures Dad had framed and hung up. "It's very 


obvious that your dad loved you and Asher, airplanes, and rock music very much." 


| was daddy's little girl, indeed Asher was his little man. Come on. Let's go check on the airplanes. I'm tired of 
talking about depressing shit" 


We walked out the back door past the pool and across the huge backyard to the giant airplane hangar that had 
been built with the house. Inside sat five airplanes that had been my dad's babies and some of my fondest 
memories with him had been made in these planes. They all needed a good washing and shining up, but they 
were sitting there ready to go as ever, almost begging to be flown | made silent promise to them that | would 


be back very soon to pick up where we had left off. 


Thunder sounded in the distance and | knew we should probably get back to the fire department and get 
settled in before the weather set in and things got crazy. Severe storms were predicted for today that came 
with a good chance of severe stupidity as well. Criss and | went back to the house and changed into our 
uniforms and grabbed our bags for our twenty-four hour shift starting tonight, but we had decided to go in a 
little early to be extra help with the weather. 


It seemed the whole department knew that something was going on between me and Eric, my ex-fiance', when 
we arrived thanks to him calling multiple times looking for me. | reluctantly told everyone what had happened 
and threatened them dearly if they treated me like | was some heartbroken cry baby because that wasn't 
going to be the case. | had a very strict policy when it came to guys and the first one was to never cry over 
one, no matter how much they hurt me. The second was that | would never beg a guy to stay with me. Eric 
had fucked up and he had lost me and nothing was going to change that. The guys said their sorrys quickly and 
let me know they had my back and that was the end of it. 


| got started on my daily shift duties with looking the trucks over and making sure everything was situated 
and working right, but my duties were cut short as the alarms went off. stopped what | was doing and 
hurriedly pulled on my thick, heavy turn out gear and grabbed a helmet, jumping into the ladder truck as the 
rest of the guys finished grabbing their gear. 

"Where are we headed, Jep?" | asked my captain as he climbed into the shotgun seat of the ladder truck. 


"Black Creek bridge. Motor vehicle accident involving multiple vehicles. Reports of a tour bus of some sort 


dangling over the side of the bridge with people still inside." 
"Fuck" | mumbled, turning back around in my seat to face Criss who was sitting across from me. 


"Time to shake and bake." He said putting his helmet on. 


Death? 


Nikki's POV 


"You've been fucking awesome tonight, Oklahoma City! Thank you so much for having us! Goodnight, fuckers!" 


Vince yelled to the crowd as we took one last bow. 


| walked off the stage, handing to my bass to my tech as | wiped the sweat from my face. Damn, it had been 
a hot bitch tonight, but that was just part of the summer shows. | made it back to my dressing room and 
collapsed into the huge, fluffy chair waiting on me and tried to collect my thoughts while | caught my breath. 


| got up about thirty minutes later and found the shower room, taking a quick, but refreshing shower. | 
hurriedly gathered my shit from the dressing room and went to get on the bus. | knew we weren't leaving 
until sometime late tonight, but thanks to our bus arrangements getting fucked up, we were all four sharing a 
bus for a few stops and | wanted some peace and quiet before everyone got on | climbed into my bunk and 


got settled, grabbing the book that | was currently reading. 


"Man, I'll be glad when we get our own buses again. | love you guys, but not this fucking much." Mick said as 


he walked into the bunk area and laid down as well. 

"If | have to hear Vince singing out loud to his phone again | think I'm going to fucking snap." 

Mick chuckled. "You picked him as your lead singer." 

| was high a lot back in day. At least on stage | can concentrate on other shit besides his whiny voice." 

"Well, | can promise you won't have to worry about me singing out loud tonight. Night, Sixx." 

"Good night, Mick" 

| made it through four chapters in my book before | couldn't hold my eyes open anymore and decided to call it 
a night. | cut my bunk light off and pulled my curtains closed, and closed my eyes, welcoming the darkness and 

quiet. That didn't last long though. 

| heard a loud pop as something a little bigger than a crayon came flying into my bunk and bounced of the wall, 
landing on my chest. | cut my bunk light on and picked up what appeared to be some kind of toy bullet. | pulled 

my curtain back and saw Tommy standing at the door to the burk area, pissing himself laughing. He was 


holding a huge toy gun in his hands. 


"What the fuck, man?" | asked. 


"Dude, this thing is fucking awesome." He whispered so he wouldn't wake Mick although I'm sure he was already 
awake from the pop of the gun going off. 


"A nerf gun? Really? You could have any gun in the world and you choose a nerf gun?" 


"| don't think you would have appreciated it very much if | had shot you with that any gun in the world | could 


have. A couple of us went for some food and there was a toy store next door and | couldn't resist” 


| shook my head and threw the toy bullet back at him and finally went to sleep, sleeping until almost noon the 
next day. We were still driving when | woke up, but this bunk was killing my back so | got up and walked to the 
front of the bus. | joined Tommy on the couch who looked like he was still halfway asleep. | threw a pillow at 

him to repay him for last night. We wasted two hours watching American Horror Story, by which point | was 
needing to move again. | walked to the front of the bus and propped up against the dash to chat with my bus 


driver Jason who was driving all of us for now. 
"l'Il be glad when it's just me and you again" | told him. 
"Now, now. Be nice to thy brethren. Makes you feel like you're starting all over again doesn't it?" 


"In a way. Hard to believe it's about to be all over though. I'm glad | have Sixx AM. to pick up with. | would go 


crazy if | didn't have them since | have no wife and kids." 


‘lm telling you, dude, a chick will come along when you least expect it. Stop writing yourself off in that 
department.” He said. 


"You're full of shit." 
"Whatev --- Fuck! Hang on!" 


| was suddenly thrown against the side of the bus and then all over it as the bus jarred hard to the side and 
started to flip. The sound of metal sliding across concrete was deafening and the pain of being thrown into shit 
and shit falling over me was sickening. There was another loud crash and | was thrown against the front of the 
bus hard enough to knock me out momentarily. It felt like the chaos was never going to end and the pain really 
set in once everything stopped. | could hear yells of pain coming from the back of the bus and | wanted so bad 
to call out and make sure everyone was okay, but my voice failed me. | looked up from the floor and saw 
Jason's lifeless body still strapped into the driver seat and even in my fucked up state | could tell he was dead. 


My head fell back to the floor of the bus again and blackness overtook me. Was this death? 


Rescued 


Parker's POV 


The rain started to fall as we fought our way through the backed up traffic to the scene of the wreck. The 
truck finally came to a stop and | got out, quickly surveying the scene and it was a fucking mess. Every call 
we went on produced a certain feeling inside of me upon arriving at the scene. Some calls were basic and fun, 
some looked challenging and excited me, and then there were those where you just had that feeling that 
nothing good was going to come away from this call. Those bad feelings were few and far between, but when | 


had them, | was almost always right. | had that feeling right now. 


"You know those feelings you get that nothing good is going to come away from certain calls?" | asked Criss 


and Pete. 
"Fucking shut up, Parker, because you're always right" Pete said 

"Let's just hope we can control what happens from this point forward" Criss said. 
"Please! You have to help us! We have three people still on that bus! They're hurt! 


Criss and | turned around at the frantic voice yelling at us, and we shot each other looks of ‘holy shit realizing 
that the shirtless, bleeding guy running towards us was Tommy Lee. Trailing closely behind him was a very 
dazed and confused looking Vince Neil, both members of the band Motley Crue. Criss and | had just been looking 
at all of the pictures my dad had with this band handing in the house. Motley Crue was his favorite band and 
Asher and | had been brought up on their music too and taken to several concerts. My heartbeat sped up 
realizing that the three people still in the bus had to be the other two members and the bus driver. | knew 
my Dad was watching me closely and would haunt my ass if | didn't do everything in my power to get these 
guys out of here safely. 


“Alright, buddy. We're going to get them out and take care of them. Tommy, right?" | asked. 
"Yeah. Please hurry before that bus falls!" 


"Hey! Calm down some. | know you're freaked out but its going to be okay. Here, sit in the truck until an 


ambulance gets here. Pete is one of our medics and he will stay with you and Vince." 


| took my thick yellow jacket off since there was no fire threat and put it around Tommy's shirtless body, 
helping him into the truck. 


"Go, Parker. I've got them." Pete said. 


| nodded and Criss and | took off to find Jep to see what his game plan was. We rounded the front of the fire 
truck and got our first clear picture of the scene. It appeared a semi truck had crossed the median and hit 
the tour bus almost head on. From the state the bus was in, it looked as if the bus had flipped before coming 
to a rest hanging off of the bridge. | didn't like this shit at all. The Black Creek was a fast moving, deep water 
creek with almost always cold water and no mercy for anyone who wasn't strong enough to fight it's fast, 
dominating current. The wind was starting to pick up as well and | knew there was a very good chance that 


this bus was going to end up in the water below. 
"Let's a get a game plan, Lieutenant” Jep said to me. "We don't have much time at all." 
"lim going in the bus. I'll go through that busted side window and that's how we will come out. I'll get in and see 


what kind of damage we have. Get me a backboard with a line attached to it in case | can't carry someone 


out" 
"That's risky, Parker. One good gust of wind and that bus is gone" Criss said. 


"So lets get them out before the wind sets in Take my helmet and give me a boost to get through the 


window." 


"If that bus starts to go, Parker, you follow my orders when | say get out. Am | understood?" Jep said very 
threateringly. 


| nodded and ran for the bus, climbing through the busted window with Criss‘ help. The bus looked like a bomb 
had gone off inside and | could only imagine what kind of hell these guys had been put through today. The bunk 
area was clear so | moved further into the bus and came upon the guitarist of the band, Mick Mars, lying in 


the aisle of the bus covered with all kind of stuff. 


"Hey, buddy. My name is Parker and with the Fire Department. We're going to get you out of here, okay?" | 


said, uncovering him. 

“Alright, Parker. | think I'm okay besides my leg. | can probably walk with your help." 

"| like the sound of that. We're going to move quickly, okay?" 

"Let's go." 

We made it back to the bunk area with ease and with the help of Criss and Jimmie, Mick was quickly pulled to 
safety. | started back up the bus to where the other two still were, and a quick check of the pulse of the 
driver told me he was dead. As bad as | hated to not worry with him right now, | moved on to the band's 
bassist, Nikki Sixx, who looked like he might dead as well. | knelt down and checked for a pulse, but | felt nothing 


against my fingers. 


"Come on, buddy." 


Just as | was about to yell that no else was alive, | felt a light pulse against my fingers. 
"There we go. Stay with me." 


| ran back carefully to the back of the bus to grab the backboard to strap him too which took me a little 
longer than | wanted it too. | could hear the wind picking up outside and | felt the bus start to rock a little 
more letting me know that | didn't have much time. The bus gave a good lurch forward, tilting further toward 
the creek below. | threw myself over Nikki to protect him from falling debris, and as soon as the bus stopped 


moving | went back to work. 
"Parker, get out of the bus now! It's not going to hold!" 


Jep yelled over my radio and Criss yelled basically the same thing from the back at the bus at the same time. 
| grabbed the backboard and started pulling on it, figuring that all of my outside help was probably backing 
away from the bus. The line connected to the backboard that they were pulling on from outside suddenly went 


from pulled tight to pure slack and | knew then | was on my own. 
"Leave me and get out. Save yourself." 


Nikki's voice was pained and barely audible over all of the commotion. His eyes fluttered open and he looked at 
me with an expression that | would never forget. It was a combination of ‘leave me and save yourself’ and 
‘please don't leave me because I'll die. | had no intentions of leaving him behind, but if | had, my mind would 


have been changed. 
"We're getting out of here together. If you go, we go." 
"Parker, get out now!" 


The yelling continued, which | ignored as | used everything | had in me to drag the backboard up the steeply 
slanted bus aisle. | was within one more tug of getting him to where | could get the guys to help me get him 
out and time seemed to stop. The sound of the metal slipping off of the bridge made every hair on my body 
stand straight up. The bus plummeted through the air toward the creek and | became weightless for a split 
second until the bus hit the water and | fell from the back of the bus. | landed hard on my shoulder and side 
on the back of the driver seat, but | couldn't be concerned with that right now. | swam over to Nikki and cut 
him off the backboard, dragging his lifeless body through the busted out windshield of the bus and through 
the water. | fought hard against the current while trying to keep both of our heads above the water. | was 
thankful for the boatful of civilians that arrived at our side and quickly pulled us out of the water, because as 
bad as | hated to admit it, | never would have made it to the shore by swimming. 


| watched helplessly as they started CPR on Nikki on the way to the shore. | fought to catch my breath, 
coughing in the process and spitting up blood. | fought until we made it the shore and Criss grabbed for me. | 


knew both Nikki and myself were in good hands now, and his lifeless face was the last thing | saw before all 
light drained from my world. 


Alive 


Nikki's POV 


| had had more than my fair share of hospital stays for various reasons throughout my life, and | knew that 
all too familiar sound of the heart monitor beeping. So | had defied death once again it seemed. | had lost count 
of what life | was on now, but | was sure | was getting close to my ninth one which meant | needed to settle 


down a little bit. | wasn't going to argue with myself on that one, the pains were getting worse with old age. 


| heard voices surrounding me, and | forced my eye open to see Tommy on one side and a very doctor-y 
looking person on the other side of my bed. My heart broke at the site of Tommy's arm in a cast and sling 
and a couple of stitched up cuts on his face. The guys drove me crazy most of the time and we had our 
fights and moments, but this is something | would not wish on anyone. The thought occurred to me that | 
didn't even know if Mick and Vince had made it or not. And that girl that had been with the fire department.. 


she risked her own life to save mine. 


| reached up and brushed Tommy's hand that he had resting on the bed beside my leg and he jumped, looking 
down at me. He eyes filled with tears that disappeared just as quickly as they had appeared, but | had caught 
it. | felt like if | didn't have this breathing tube shoved down my throat | would have had a huge lump in the 

back of my throat as well. 


"Sixx, thank god, man" Tommy said, his voice quivering. 


"Hey, welcome back, Mr. Sixx. I'm Dr. Morrison, the orthopedic surgeon. | repaired your leg and some broken 


vertebrae in your back. Seems like you've had a rough day today." 
| nodded. Beyond rough. 


"Well, | think | got you all fixed up and I'm confident that you will make a full recovery although l'm afraid you 
will require a few more surgeries later on down the road. But we will take it one day and step at a time. The 
most important thing is that you're okay. You were pretty lucky. I'm going to go let the other surgeon know 
that you're awake and I'm sure they will get that breathing tube out for you. I'll be around tomorrow to check 
on you. Have a good night" 


| gave him a thumbs up and turned back to look at Tommy who was making no effort now to hide a few stray 
tears rolling down his face. | reached up and took his hand in mine, the only time in my life | would hold the 


hand of another guy and not feel awkward about it. 


"You scared the fuck out of us, dude. Watching them work on you and load you into that helicopter with the 


chick who saved you, that was the hardest thing I've ever had to watch, man" 


My heart sunk again hearing that the girl had to be airlifted too. Tommy must have noticed the change in my 


facial expression. 


"We, um, we lost Jason but everyone else is okay. Mick had a broken leg and will be released tomorrow and 


Vince had a bad concussion and will be released tomorrow too. | haven't heard anything on the girl." 

Our chat was interrupted by the respiratory team coming in and pulling the breathing tube. | felt fifty percent 
better just having that thing out of me even though my throat still felt like | had swallowed a mouthful of hot 
coal. The general surgeon came in to talk to me shortly after informing me that | had a good bit of internal 
bleeding thanks to a ruptured spleen, a collapsed lung, a slightly fractured skull, broken sternum, and fractured 
collarbone and shoulder. He said they were going to keep me in ICU for a few days to monitor everything and 


then | would be moved to a regular room for a while. | nodded and thanked him and waited on Tommy to come 


back in. 

"Feel better?" He asked. 

"Yeah. I'm sorry this shit happened" 

"Wasn't your fault. We were just in the wrong place at the wrong time." 
"You should fly home and get some rest." 


"Fuck that. I'm not leaving you out here by yourself. I'm going to hang out in the waiting room and when | get 
sick of being here I'll take the label up on a hotel room." 


| nodded. "Tell Mick and Vince if you see them again tonight that I'm glad they're okay,” 
"Yeah, | will. Get some sleep. lIl see you later" He said as he went to leave the room. 
"Hey, Tommy" 

He turned around. "Yeah?" 

"Today was way too close for comfort. | love you, bro. 

"I love you too, Sixx" 


| sent up a quick thank you to whatever higher being might have been listening and | closed my eyes again, 


thankful to be alive. 


Distracted 


Parker's POV 


| watched the lightning light up the night sky outside of my hospital room, thinking about everything that had 
happened today. There was something on the news about it on every channel with footage of the bus going 
over the side of the bridge and then me and Nikki popping up out of the water before the people in boat pulled 
us to safety. They had already interviewed the people who had been in the boat and | couldn't imagine what 
Jep had been going through at the department. | imagined he wasn't very happy with me right now anyway. 


‘I'm surprised to see you awake. | figured you would sleep the rest of the day and night." 


| turned to see Criss walking into my room, all cleaned up and back in his uniform. Even though he was my 
best friend and | would never see him as anything more than that, | couldn't deny the fact that he looked 
damn good in his uniform. | had thought that since day one. 


"Nah. Too much running through my head. So, how much trouble am | in?" 


"That's between you and Jep, but you disobeyed orders so | wouldn't put anything past him. What were you 
thinking, P? You said you were going to be okay to work your shift tonight." 


"Being cheated on had nothing to do with what happened today. That thought never crossed my mind. He was 
alive, Criss. I've never been put in a situation to either obey an order to get out and leave a breathing person 
behind or stay and help them. | can promise you one thing though, | will never leave a person behind to save 
myself only, so if Jep wants to punish me for that, then I'l take whatever | get and I'll just have to get 
punished again the next time | found myself in that situation. Nikki came to for just a second and the look on 


his face is something | will never forget. | was right there, Criss." 


"I know. | saw your face through the window as the bus fell. I've never felt so helpless before. I'm just glad 


you're okay." 


"A broken shoulder, broken rib and a punctured lung are not bad injuries for a plunge into the creek in a bus. | 


can mark that off my bucket list now." 


Criss chuckled. "Things are still pretty hectic around town so l'm going to get back to the station | brought 


you some clothes and some baked chicken and vegetables from that store you like." 
"Well, at least | know you're not made at me. Thanks." 


"Why would anyone be mad at you? If anything there is probably some jealousy floating around. 


"Why jealousy? I'm out of work for a couple of weeks and facing who knows what kind of ass chewing." 
"Because none of us can say for sure that we would have done what you did. You're the only girl at the 
department, you're the smallest out of all of us, you're already an officer, and you have a bigger pair of balls 
than any of us. As a man, I'd say there's a lot to be jealous over." 

"Hell, Criss. Take that shit somewhere else. | just do my job. That's why | got into the business." 

"Typical Parker. Get some rest, love. I'll come by when | get off." 

| returned his smile as he walked out of the door and | returned my attention back to the weather outside. | 
cursed myself for not asking Criss if he had heard anything on the guys because | knew | wouldn't get any 
information out of the nurses. | knew Tommy, Mick, and Vince were going to be okay, but | was very worried 
about Nikki. 

"Knock knock." 


| looked up and saw a cleaned up, dressed Tommy standing in the doorway with his casted arm resting in a 
sling. He looked much better than he had a few hours ago and | was happy to see that. 


"Hey. Come in 
"I won't be long. | just wanted to see how you were doing and to thank you for what you did today." 
‘lm doing okay. I'm glad to see you looking better than earlier. | hope everyone is doing okay.” 


"It could have been so much worse. l'm good, Mick and Vince will get to go home tomorrow and Nikki will be a 


while. He's actually in the room next to you." 
"How is he doing? I've been really worried about him." 
"I just left his room and he's awake and talking. All because of you. Thank you." 


‘It wasn't just me. l'm glad everyone is okay." 

"Yeah. Been a crazy day. | returned your jacket to one of your guys. I'm going to get out of here before 
visiting hours are over and let you get some sleep. I'm crashing in the waiting room so if you need something 
or anything, just have them yell at me and I'll be glad to do whatever | can" He said, the effects of today 


really showing on him now. 


| really appreciate that. You're more than welcome to crash on that bed thing right there. | dont foresee 
myself getting any sleep any time soon At least you wouldn't be out in the open to be bothered by anyone." 


"| thought there were no visitors except during certain times?" 


"Perks of being part of a medical team. | know most of these nurses and doctors. As long as we're quiet and 


keep the doors closed they won't say anything." 
He looked unsure. "I don't want to keep you from getting rest though." 


"You won't. | promise. Some company would actually be nice. It's been a rough day for me in more ways than 


ending up in ICU for a night" 


He smiled and sat down in the chair beside my bed and we continued to talk. One of the nurses came in to 
check on me and | had her help him pull the chair out to make it a bed and he signed a few autographs for 
those who recognized him and then got settled down again. | told him about my dad and how big of a fan he 
had been and how my brother and me had been raised on their music. He told me stories from their touring 
and some personal stories, and it felt like we had been life long friends instead of crossing paths just today. | 
had no idea what time it was when we finally quieted down and went to sleep, but it was late. | had completely 
forgotten about being cheated on and | had ignored the pain | was in, but as | drifted off to sleep | still couldn't 
get Nikki off of my mind. 


What Now? 


Nikki's POV 


"How's that? Are you comfortable?" The nurse, Sarah, asked after getting me settled back in bed again. They 


were wearing me out with making me sit up and move, but | knew it was for my own good. 
"Yeah, | think so. Thanks." 

"No problem. Would you like some pain medicine? You haven't had any today." 

That was the goal. "Maybe just some Tylenol. | don't want anything strong,” 

"Okay. l'Il be back" 


| closed my eyes for a minute, exhausted from the activity | had just done. A week had passed since the day 
of the wreck and | was definitely making progress, but it was hard progress. Mick and Vince had gotten 
released and had flown home to rest and Tommy had stuck around to help me and keep me motivated He had 
been staying with me at night and then going out to Parker's house, the girl that had saved me, to get away 
from the hospital for a while. Parker had been by once or twice which | thought was super nice of her, and 
there was still some feeling about her that | just couldn't shake. | wasn't sure if | was attracted to her or if it 
was all just because she had saved my life, but the feeling was strong enough that | was somewhat dreading 


going back to California and not getting to see her anymore. 


My new cell phone rang that Tommy had gotten for me since | had lost my other one and | looked down at it 
to see that it was him. 


"Hey man." | answered. 
"Hey. Everything okay?" 
"Yeah, l'm fine. What's up?" 


| wanted to run something by you. | feel like shit and don't want to get you sick too and Parker said she would 
come stay with you tonight if you're okay with that. If you're not, that's fine, I'll just come back tonight" 


My heartbeat sped up at the thought of being with her all night, but it also made me nervous. 


"I don't know, man. | think I'll be okay by myself and you can get some rest. I've been having some weird 


feelings about her and | can't figure them out or shake them." 


"What kind of feelings? You digging her?" 


"Something like that. I'm not sure if it's the face that she saved my life or if | would have been attracted to 
her anyways." | admitted. 


"Nah, man, | think you would probably really be into her. She's definitely a different breed of woman, but she's 
badass and fun. Fury, too. You can tell she's been hurt though. And she's got a fire department full of guys 
ready to kick ass if she gets hurt. Roll with it and see where it goes, dude." 


"You think so?" 
"Yeah. She's definitely worth a chance." 


| thought for a second before | gave him my final answer. | mean, what harm could it really do to for her to 
stay with me tonight? | mean, if it got too awkward | could always say that | was hurting and just go to sleep. 
| really had nothing to lose. 


"Yeah." | finally answered. "That's cool with me. You need to get some rest. If she doesn't feel like it though, l'm 
fine by myself." 


He chuckled. "You should have kept your thoughts to yourself. Seems | have some work to do. She will see you 


later." 


| knew | had probably made a mistake by telling Tommy how | was feeling towards Parker, but maybe again 
that wasn't such a bad thing. | forced myself to get cleaned up a little bit and get some clothes on instead of 
just wearing the skimpy hospital gown, and that by itself made me feel a lot better. | had just settled down and 
started not focusing on my soreness when Parker walked in, a bag on one shoulder and her other shoulder all 


bandaged up. | felt bad that she had just gotten out of the hospital herself and she was back up here to keep 


me company. 


"Hey you. Tommy said you would probably want some real food so he told me what to get. How are you feeling 


today?" She asked. 


My stomach knotted up quickly seeing her. "I finally made myself put some clothes on and that seemed to 
make me feel a little better. | figured you wouldn't want to see my ass hanging out all night." 


She smiled and my heart skipped a beat. "I cut clothes off of people for a living. I've seen some shit so I'm not 


easily frightened." 
"lm sorry to hear that." 


‘Its not always a bad thing." She smirked. 


| chuckled. "How are you feeling?" 

"Alright, | guess. | haven't stopped really so Im pretty sore and tired. I'm hard headed like that 
"Yeah, | kind of figured. | heard you avoid direct orders last week" 

She smiled again "And lm glad | did" 


She got comfortable on the fold out bed beside my bed and we talked for a while about random things. She 
told me about her dad and how big of a Motley Crue fan he was, and | wished that he would have still been 
alive to see what his daughter had done for us and so that we could meet him. From the way she was talking 
about him, it was easy to tell that she took after him. Silence fell over us a few times and | could tell that 
she was distracted and had things on her mind. | wasn't sure if it was really my place to try to get her to 
open up or not and | decided after a while to let it go for now. 


The next time we looked at the clock it was three in the morning and neither of us could believe that we had 
stayed up so late talking. | was amazed at how easy it was to talk to her and how quickly she could fire back 
at me being a smart ass. | found myself smiling more and more as the night wore on and as she drifted off to 
sleep, | realized that there really was something to this for me. | drifted off to sleep wondering what the hell | 


was going to do now. 


Drama 


Parker's POV 


"This plane is going to look fucking sick when you're done with it" Criss said as we watched the P-5I being re- 


painted black and lime green. 
"It is." | smiled. "| can't wait to get cleared to get back in it and get back in the air. I'm so ready." 


We walked back inside and | sat down on the couch in the living room to cool off from the brutal summer 
heat. | had survived two weeks since the wreck and | had two more weeks to go before | started physical 
therapy on my shoulder and then four weeks of therapy before | could get cleared to fly again. That was the 
only thing | had to bitch about the situation | had gotten myself into. 


"Is it alright if | borrow your truck to go get Nikki, P?" Tommy asked as he came out of the room he had 
been staying in 


Nikki was getting to come home today from the hospital, but he was going to rest up a few days here before 
he and Tommy flew back to California | was more than okay with that because | had started to dread them 
going back to California | had gotten attached to them quickly in two weeks and every time | went to visit Nikki 
| got these weird feelings in my stomach, almost like butterflies. There was no way | was in to him though. Not 
after what | had just gone through with Eric and was still going through with Eric. 

"Why don't you take Tommy's? | don't mind at all, but l'm scared my truck will be high for him to get into." 


"Yeah, man. Here's my keys." Criss said tossing Tommy his keys. Those two had gotten really close too and had 
been talking a lot. 


“Thanks. We will be back in a bit" 

| thought about Nikki, a huge ass rockstar coming to stay at my house for a couple of days and it almost 
intimidated me. | looked around making sure the place was clean and in order which it was for the most part 
minus my aviation study books laying scattered on the coffee table. | relaxed a bit, but couldn't quit thinking 
about Nikki. Why was he stuck in my head? 

"lm going to go check on the plane. I'm going crazy sitting here." | said getting up. 


"What's got you all restless?" Criss asked following me back outside. 


"Have you ever had thoughts about someone but you didn't know what those thoughts mean?" 


"Possibly. Which one is it?" 
"What are you talking about?" 
"Who are these mysterious feelings for? Nikki or Tommy?" 


| stared at him, shocked that he had figured me out, and debating if | wanted to give in and tell him the truth 


or not. Criss was persistent and | knew he wouldn't let it go if | denied it so | just gave in 

"Nikki." | sighed. 

"| knew it!" 

"Well congrats and shut up about it then" | said. 

"Hey, if you think you like him, try to figure it out" 

| spun around to face him. "Do you hear yourself?! You're encouraging me to chase my feelings for a famous 
rockstar who could have any chick in the world. Not only that, but he's old enough to be my dad. I'm like, dog 

shit on that totem pole." 

"How do you know that? First of all, age doesn't matter. Secondly, maybe you are that any chick that he could 
have. You don't know what he likes. I'm just saying, be yourself and maybe add a little flirting in there and if 


something is meant to be, it will be. Great. Speaking of dog shit" 


| turned around and saw a truck coming down the long gravel driveway that | hoped | would never have to see 


again. | stood there with Criss as Eric pulled up to the house and got out, walking towards us. 

"l'm going to go over here and have a look at the headlights on the plane." Criss said. 

"Really, Criss? Planes don't have headlights. You can check the navigation lights on the wingtips for me." 
"Yeah, that's what | meant. | was just making sure you were paying attention 


He walked away with a threatening glance at Eric as Eric made his way over to me. | stared at him through 


my ray ban sunglasses which were probably the only thing shielding him from the death glare | was giving him. 
"What are you doing here, Eric?" 


"I just wanted to check on you. | heard about what happened. And | wanted to see if you wanted to talk about 
things." 


"There's nothing to talk about. I'm fine and as far as us talking, hell no. That wasn't my ass your dick was 


shoved up that morning but it's my ass that you can kiss now. You're wasting your time here." 
"Come on, P, don't be like that." 


"Yeah, I'm going to be like that Eric and don't call me P. So | guess you think that your actions were harmless 
and that l'm just going to forget everything and forgive you?" | would have crossed my arms but one was in a 
sling. 


"It was a mistake. Don't act like you've never made a mistake before." 


"Not one that | could have prevented from happening in the first place. You knew the consequences of what 


you did before you did it and you did it anyway and now you don't like what happened. Not my problem." 
"Don't you at least want to hear my reasoning behind why | did it?" 


"Are you fucking kidding me right now? No because there is no reason for you doing that. | think you need to 


leave now." 


We were interrupted by the sound of another truck coming down the road and this time it was Tommy 
returning with Nikki. Criss jogged by and went to meet them to help get Nikki inside while | finished dealing with 


Eric. 


"What the hell is this? You the neighborhood whore now?" He asked, seeing Tommy and Nikki get out of the 
truck. 


| knew | was going to pay for this before | ever did it, but the pain would so be worth it. | rared back with all 
of my energy and slammed my fist into the side of his face, knocking him back on his ass. Lucky for him my 
dominant arm was wrapped right now because had | hit him with my left arm as hard as | had just now with 
my right, | would have no doubt knocked him out. He looked up at me with blood pouring from his nose and | 
could not have cared less in that moment in time if he was dead or not. 


"Jesus Christ, Parker." Criss yelled running back over to us. "Did you forget you have broken ribs and a 
punctured lung? Go inside and chill out before you end up back in the hospital. Shit" 


| made sure that Eric got in his truck and left and then | finally followed Criss inside, trying hard to hide the 
pain | was in from doing that. | didn't know it was possible to hurt and feel amazing at the same time, but | 
was. | also couldn't ignore the pissed off look that had been on Nikki's face until Eric drove away and then the 
sympathetic look he had given me as | walked by. | helped Tommy get him settled as much as | could and then 
| excused myself to my bedroom to get a grip of myself. | laid down on the bed and bit my pillow to keep from 


sreaming. 


Texts 


Author's Notes: 
Thanks to those reading and leaving feedback! It makes me smile and want to write more! Much love! 


Nikki's POV 


"ikki! Helllo?!" 

| jumped and returned back to my living room and found DJ and James Michael looking at me with concerned 
looks on their faces. | had zoned out again and they must have been talking to me. They had come over to 
work some on the Sixx AM. album we were working on, but | just wasn't fully focused on the task at hand 


right now and | think they knew that. 


‘lm sorry, guys. Maybe we should call it for today. You guys are more than welcome to hang out though. | 


just can't get focused." 

"Everything okay?" James asked. 

"Yeah, yeah. |, uh, just can't quit thinking about Parker. I'm kind of missing her being around." 

Their concerned looks faded into smirks. 

"Maybe you should catch a flight back to Oklahoma then" DJ suggested. 

"Nah. She doesn't feel that way and she's dealing with an ex-fiance' that cheated on her." 

"Maybe she needs another man to help her get over that one." James suggested. 

"Whatever. You guys are horrible. Come on. I'll try to stay focused." 

We fought through about another hour of writing lyrics and coming up with some music before we decided to 
call it quits. We grabbed some food and then they dropped me back off at home to sit in silence and think 
about Parker. | couldn't get the image of her pissed off and upset at Eric out of my head or the conversation 
we had had that night after everyone else had gone to sleep and neither of us could sleep. My heart had 


shattered when she said that she had never been good enough for any of the guys she had dated. My only 


thoughts on that were those guys must have been idiots because she was definitely one of a kind. 


| picked my phone up and debated on texting her which we had done a time or two after | left Oklahoma, 
mainly just to check on each other. We hadn't talked in a while now though and | felt like it would be stupid to 
randomly text her out of the blue. | typed out and deleted a message at least five times before | accidentally 
hit the wrong button and sent the last message that | had typed out. | buried my face in my hands as | 
realized what | had just sent and figured that she wouldn't text me back at all. She probably thought | was 


some creepy old man. 
"Hey. Was just thinking about you and wanted to see how you were doing.” Is what | had sent. 


| threw my phone across the bed and stared up at the ceiling, cursing myself for being so stupid. It was a 
good thing | was home by myself because at least | didn't have the feeling of wanting to disappear. My phone 
went off loudly on the other side of the bed, scaring the shit out of me. | grabbed it and opened the message. 


It was from Parker. 


"Hey! l'm good. Been flying a lot getting ready for our firs air show in a couple of weeks. Hope you're doing 
good! | miss you guys like crazy!" 


My heart skipped a beat and | smiled to myself knowing that Criss had pulled strings for us to play the 
national anthem at the airshow in Oklahoma in a few weeks and he said to keep it a surprise for Parker. | 
almost didn't want to keep it a secret because | wanted to let her know how excited | was to be getting to see 


her again, but then again, hopefully her reaction would be worth the wait. | responded to her message. 


"Yeah I've been pretty busy too getting things caught up with the bands. I've definitely missed your company 
too. May have to take a little vacation back to Oklahoma soon and hopefully not spend it in the hospital." 


Her response was almost immediate. "| could use a co-pilot! And | would do my best to guarantee you didn't 


see the hospital again. My house is much better anyway haha" 


| was liking how this conversation was going. My face was hurting from smiling. "Indeed it was. I'll see what | 


can work out. Would love to come fly" 

"Well you know where to find mel 3)" 

"| do. Glad to hear you're doing well. Stay in touch. Night, Parker.” 
"Goodnight Nik! Sleep tight” 


Her last text sent butterflies fluttering through my stomach. She had called me Nik instead of Nikki which was 
definitely something new and something | considered a little more on the flirty side. | read the message over 
and over again before | decided that was getting kind of creepy and reading it over and over wasn't going to 
make her magically appear in my bed. | plugged my phone up to charge and cut my bedside lamp off and went 


to sleep, welcoming a very pretty, familiar face to my dreams. 


Calendar Girl 


Parker's POV 


"Come on, Jep! You said you wouldn't make me do this again!" | groaned, feeling like | really could kill him right 


now. 


"Yeah, well, you said you wouldn't disobey my orders and you did and almost got yourself killed because of it, 
so there has to be punishment. This is it" 


Every year the city put together a calendar of girls with firetrucks and dressed in turn out gear and anything 
firefighting related, to be sold and profits were distributed to various firefighting charities. | had done his once 
before and hated it, because for one | didn't really consider myself sexy and for two, firefighting was not just 
for fantasies. Most of these girls were not even firefighters, just some pretty faces they pulled off of the 
streets to make a good calendar. | would have seriously preferred being suspended without pay as a 
punishment compared to this, and the only thing that kept me from truly fighting him on it as the fact that 


the calendars usually sold well and the money went to some great causes. 
"| really hate you guys right now." 


"Hey, it should make you feel good knowing that these guys actually called Jep and requested to have you in it. 
You don't give yourself enough credit, Park. Go have some fun with it" Criss said. 


"Here. This is what they said for you to wear." Pete smirked handing me a turnout jacket and a really skimpy 
pair of thongs. 


"Fuck a whole bunch of that." | said throwing the thongs back at Pete and making the guys laugh. 
"Hey, if it makes you feel any better, I'll have a surprise waiting for you when you get finished" Criss said. 


"Whatever." 


After a morning of getting my hair and makeup done, which | never did, the afternoon was spent actually 
taking pictures, and if | was completely honest with myself, it really wasn't that bad. They had me wear what 
looked like a smoke stained white tank top and my turnout bottoms and boots and that was it. There were a 
couple of other girls there who actually worked at fire departments which made it a little better, but | was 
very glad when it was all done. | felt like | had been punished enough for disobeying orders. 


"It wasn't that bad, was it?" Criss asked 


"Bad enough." 
"Whatever. For what its worth, you look beautiful. You should do your hair and makeup more often" 


My face turned hot and | wondered what shade of red it was right now. | looked up at Criss and forced myself 
to smile. It did feel good to be complimented. 


"So what's my surprise?” | asked him. 

"Oh yeah! Come on" 

| followed him outside, running my hand through my hair and trying to figure out what the hell this surprise 
could possibly be. We rounded the corner of the building and stopped suddenly and | looked up to see Motley 
Crue standing around a black SUV talking. My eyes immediately fell on Nikki and | couldn't stop the smile 
spreading across my face. He froze for a second and then a very sexy smile spread across his face. He was 
the first one to walk over to me and wrap his arms around me. 

"Hey you! Good to see you again. You're looking a lot better than when you left here." | said. 

"Feeling a lot better too. |, uh, can't wait to see this calendar." 

"Okay, from this point forward, nothing else is mentioned about this fucking calendar, okay? ls that clear?" 
"Why? All of these girls playing with hoses is fucking hot" Tommy said. 

| rolled my eyes. "Don't be fooled Not all of them are experts with hoses and working them like some of us.” 
‘I'm around any time you want to practice those skills." 

| smirked and flipped Tommy off, noticing the death glare that Nikki shot him which | didn't understand. It's not 
like we were talking or anything. Hell, he hadn't even shown any interest at all in me. | let it go and went to 
change back into my t-shirt and jeans so | could get home and finish getting my plane ready for my first air 
show tomorrow. | was very excited and very nervous at the same time. 

"So these are your planes?" Nikki asked as he joined me in the hanger later that afternoon 

| had found out the guys had flown into town and were actually singing the national anthem at the airshow 
tomorrow. Vince and Mick had opted to keep the rooms they had booked, but Tommy and Nikki had accepted 
mine and Criss‘ invitation for them to stay at the house. We were chilling out a bit before going for dinner 


later on. 


"Yeah. They were my dad's babies and now they're mine." 


"| dont know how you do it. It looks like the inside of a spaceship to me." 
"Well, so did a car probably before you learned how to drive it. I's easy once you know what you're doing” 
"Maybe you could show me sometime?" 

| smiled. "OF course. | can show you tonight! 

"So, you didn’t look too happy earlier about the whole calendar thing’ 


| hate doing that shit. There's nothing special about me so | don't know why they want to put me out there 


like there is." 
He frowned and propped up against a huge tool box. "Why would you say that?" 
“Because it's true." 


"But its not. You are very special, Parker and | haven't been around much but what time | have been around | 


can tell that you are special to a bunch of people. You saved my life, so you're very special to me." 
| looked up at him, twirling the wrench | had in my hand. He had a very sincere but unsure look on his face as 
| probably did too. A silence had fallen over us, but there was something about this silence. | wasn't sure what 


to do or say, but yet it wasn't awkward. 


"What the hell, you two? Come on. We're starving." Tommy and Criss appeared in the door of the hangar, 


interrupting whatever was going on between me and Nikki. 
"Me too. Let's go so | can get back and finish up. | have a long day ahead of me tomorrow." | said. 


Nikki followed me out of the hangar and put his hand on the lower part of my back and | could only hope that 


he couldn't feel my stomach flipping. Something was going to have to give and have to give soon. 


Now What? 


Nikki's POV 


| couldn't keep my eyes off of Parker while we ate and her beautiful smile. She was all smiles tonight as Criss 
tried to embarrass her with stories from her first days at the fire department and other random stories. 
She laughed and was a good sport about it all and | had to admit that it was funny to get a little more insight 
into this mysterious girl. 


"Alright. Ready to go play in the sky for a bit?" She asked after we had gotten back to her house. 
"Lets go. 

"So do you want a casual flight or a fun, rough one?" 

"Hm.that's a tough one. Let's keep it casual tonight, how about that?" 

"Fine by me" 


She used an atv to pull one of the planes out of the hangar and explained her preflight inspection of the plane 
as she did it. | hardly heard anything she was saying, but | pretended to be listening very carefully because it 
gave me the opportunity to look deep into her eyes. | made myself every now and then though so | could ask 


questions and make it look like | had been listening the whole time. It was impossible to concentrate on anything 


but her though. 


‘Alright so there is a full set of controls on our side of the plane too, so just be careful not to hit the rudder 
pedals on the floor." 


"| think | can handle that." 


| watched every move that she made, completely intrigued, as we flew over the lit up city below us. It was 
pretty cool to fly in a smaller plane for once and get a good look at how everything was done and hear her 
talking on the radio to the near by air traffic control tower. | was falling hard for this chick of many talents 
and | needed to find a way to tell her so, but | was terrified. Yes, | admitted that. |, Nikki Sixx, was at a loss at 
how to tell this amazing girl that | was falling extremely hard for her. 


"So, what did you think?" She asked after we had gotten the plane put back in the hangar for the night. 


"It was a lot of fun. Thanks for taking me." | smiled. 


"Anytime. | love flying and love taking people." 


‘lm so intrigued by you." | said, before | could stop myself. "You drug my heavy ass up a slanted bus, swam 
me over to a boat, you fly airplanes, save lives, you're funny and you're beautiful. | honestly think I'm a little 
bit intimidated by you. | don't recall ever being intimidated by a woman who wasn't high or drunk" 


She smiled and blushed, looking down at her feet and | couldn't but smile at how damn cute she was. 


"I definitely don't think there is any reason to be intimidated by me. I'm an adrenaline junkie | guess, but 
definitely nothing special here." 


"Trust me, there is. You will make some guy very happy one day." | wonder if she could see that | was 


secretly hoping that guy would be me. 
"You're sweet, Nikki. Thank you. C'mon. Let's call it a night. We have an early start tomorrow." 


"That we do." 


Morning came early and we found ourselves at the airport, scattered with airplanes and people. We walked 
around for a bit, interacting with fans and talking to some of the pilots of the planes. | had never really paid 
much attention to airplanes before, but there were some badass looking planes at here. We finally spotted 
Parker by her black and lime green plane and started making our way over to her. | watched as she interacted 
with a family, picking up a little boy and sitting him in the cockpit of her plane. The smile on her face melted 
my heart and the smile she put on the little boy's face melted it even more. 


"Look at you looking like hot shit in your flight suit" Tommy joked as we approached her. 

"Morning guys! | am hot shit in my flight suit so you better watch out" She said. 

| smiled at her, sensing a little bit more confidence coming from her after our short chat last night. We 
chatted for a little bit longer before it was time to make our way to the stage to sing the National Anthem. | 
watched Parker take off in her plane, leading her two teammates into the air and off around the airport. We 
took the stage and played the anthem and right as we ended it, a very loud, low flying plane flew very closely 
to the ground behind us as the crowd cheered loudly. | was pretty sure | had lost my hearing after that, but 
it was worth it knowing that the badass flying that plane was Parker. 


"Nice job on the anthem guys! | didn't get to hear it but | know it was awesome." Parker said as she joined us 
in the pilot's hangar after she had landed her plane. 


"So were you purposely trying to take us out?" | asked her. 


‘Of course not! | was just trying to add to your performance." 


"You almost took my ass offl" Tommy said, being dramatic. 
"Oh stop being such a baby." 


| laughed as she took a seat beside me and we talked and watched the other performers of the air show. She 
was kicked back in her chair, almost falling asleep and | noticed Tommy watching her, waiting on his chance to 


pull some type of prank of her. He wasn't fooling anyone though. 
"I'm not falling asleep, Tommy. You can go find someone else to annoy." She said. 
"He's not going to mess with you, P. | won't let him." 


Tommy smirked and looked at Criss who was smirking as well. | swear those two were getting their enjoyment 
from my confusion and pain at the moment. Parker got the call to head to her plane for her next performance 
which was going to a mock air fight and she was taking Vince with her as a co-pilot. She had kind of explained 
what was going to happen to us last night after Vince had agreed to fly with her, and | was a little nervous 


about having to watch seeing as how it was going to be very life like. 


"| feel like I'm living in a world war two movie right now or something.” | said as | watched Parker zip her flight 


suit back up. 


"IFs kind of the same thing only this time the pilot is a chick" Tommy said. "Nevermind that though, it still 


works the same way, so this is where you kiss her and tell her come back home safe." 


| could feel the panic building within me thanks to this dumbass calling me out in front of everyone to kiss 
Parker. | had no idea how she would feel about me kissing her and | had no idea how she would take it if | 
politely declined to prevent her from freaking out if | did kiss her. | could feel all eyes on me and Parker looked 


like she didn't know what to really think either. My autopilot kicked in without warning. 


"Well, being the gentleman that | am," | said standing up and kissing Parker's cheek lightly, "Please come back 
safely." 


The guys whistled as | sat back down and | could have sworn | saw Parker's face fall a little bit, almost as if 
she was disappointed or hurt in someway. The panic feeling didn't go away as we made our way out to the 

runway and watched the air fight which scared the shit out of me a couple of times. Blank bullets were fired 
from the planes to make it sound like shooting and their radio chatter which was also planned out was played 


on the airport speakers to intensify the scene. 
"I'm hit! l'm hit!" Parker yelled. 


| felt my stomach knot up tightly and | think my heart skipped a few beats as Parker's plane disappeared 
quickly behind a line of trees to land and explosives were set off to simulate the plane crashing. | waited 


eagerly and nervously for her return to the airport, but she never came back. Criss informed us that she 


wasn't feeling good and wanted to get away from the crowd of people. He could say what he wanted, but | knew 


| had fucked up. 


Meet Blaze 


Parker's POV 


| knew | had been a bitch by ditching everyone at the airport after our mock fight on Saturday, but | really 
just wanted to be alone, and it had worked. Nikki and Tommy decided to get a room in the hotel Mick and Vince 
were staying at after hearing that | wasn't feeling well and that was quite fine by me. Nikki had only kissed me 
in the hangar because he got called out in front of everyone and he didn't want to be rude. He was a 
‘gentleman: He had barely kissed me and that was all | needed to let me know that everything going on between 
us was just casual and nothing more. | should have seen that coming, but | had let my guard down just a bit 


and it had come back to bite me. 


"Good morning." Criss said as | came downstairs Monday morning to go get my plane from the airport and fly 


it back home. 

‘Morning. Do you mind taking me to the airport so | can get the plane home?" 

“Sure. We can go now if you want" 

"Okay, I'm ready.” 

"Parker, | know you've had shitty luck with guys in the past, but its something that we all go through. | know 
its hard for you to see and feel, but | think there is really something there with you and Nikki and | think you 
need to loosen up some and have more confidence in yourself. It's none of my business, | know, but I'm seeing 
things from your side and his and | wouldn't be telling you this if | didn't think this would work. Just think 
about it" He said. 

"Noted." | answered, not really in the mood for any kind of serious discussion right now. 

He didn't say anything else the rest of the way to the airport and | was thankful for that as | got out and 
walked through the office to get to the ramp where my plane was. The last thing | expected was to run into 
the guys as they got ready to get on their chartered jet to fly back to California. | tried to quickly look for an 
escape route so | wouldn't have to see or talk to Nikki, but it happened too fast. 

"Hey, Parker. | wasn't expecting to see you again before we left." Nikki said. 


"Yeah, |, uh, had to come get the plane home since it rained Saturday evening. You guys heading home?" 


"Yeah. Time to get back to tour planning.” 


"Fun" 


"Hey, are you alright? You left kind of suddenly Saturday and Criss said you didn't feel good" He asked, a 


concerned look on his face. 
"Yeah. Just tired and still don't feel good, but I'm alright. | hope you guys have a good flight home." 
"Hey, if this is about the kiss in the hang---" 


| cut him off. "It's fine. Really. | understand you did because you got called out and were being polite. No harm, 
no foul. I'll catch you guys later." 


| walked out of the office and did a quick pre-flight on the plane and got it going and in the air. | got it home 
and cleaned up and put up just in time before the afternoon thunderstorms rolled in which made for some 
great sleeping weather. Criss was going to be staying at his place tonight because he had a date tonight with a 
girl he had been talking to for a few weeks so | had the house to myself and | was going to enjoy it. | laid down 


and was out within seconds. 


| was woken up some time way later by my phone going off and | slapped around my night stand a few times 


before | finally found it and answered it. 

"Hello?" | mumbled. 

"Parker, | need you at my house, like now." Criss said frantically. 

"Really, Criss? I'm so not in the mood. What time is it?" 

‘It's like one am or something, | don't know but | really need you. I'm desperate." 

"Okay, fine. I'll be over there in a minute." 

"Hurry, Parker." 

‘Okay, Criss." | said, getting annoyed. 

| stumbled out of bed and to my truck, wondering what the hell could possibly be so urgent. That girl must 
have been a bitch if she had broken his heart that fast after just the first date. But then again, Criss wasn't 
an emotional person. He was more of the suffer in silence type like me. | had no idea what the issue was. 


"Criss?" | called as | let myself into the front door of his apartment. 


"Shh!! Don't be so loud" He whispered as he came running from his bedroom. 


"Criss, what the fuck is going on?" 


"Okay, so Mia and me went to dinner and then went out for a few drinks and there was something waiting for 


me by the front door when we got back." He said. 

He had a truly terrified look on his face and his voice trembled as he spoke, like he was about to cry or 
something. He turned around and started walking back to his bedroom and | followed. What | found laying on his 
bed | would have never expected in a million years. Laying on Criss' bed was a sleeping, very newborn infant. | 
jumped when | saw it, and then looked at Criss. 

"What the hell is that?" | asked him 

"| don't know! | have no idea. But it came with a birth certificate saying I'm the dad." 

"Okay. So is there any chance at all that this kid is yours?" 


He looked me as if | had just busted him and he now had no choice but to admit his actions. "Yes and that's all 
| want to say about that" 


"Well, congratulations, Dad because this kid looks just like you." 


"What the fuck am | going to do, Parker? | can't take care of a baby by myself! Maybe | could put it up for 


adoption or something." 


"Really Criss? You deserve a kick in the nuts for saying that. If this kid is yours, it's not going anywhere. You 


can just move in with me and I'll help you take care of him." 

"Parker, | can't raise a kid!" 

"Yeah, well, you should have thought about that before you went sticking your dick in places." 

He had nothing to say back to that and | really just wanted to punch him in the face for being such a pansy 
about this. The more the situation started to sink in, the more excited | was getting. It had been a long time 
since | had had access to a baby except for here recently when Jimmie became a dad. 

"So what do | do now? Can you just offer me a little advice since you're not helping any other way?" Criss 
finally asked. 

"Yeah. | would say we take him to the emergency room to get checked out because l'm guessing he left the 
hospital here pretty recently. Then, if he is really yours, we'll be making a run to target for baby stuff 
He stared at the floor and then at the unnamed baby on his bed. "Are we really going to do this?” 


"Yes, Criss. You made this. He's yours and he needs you. You are the only thing he has left because apparently 


the chick you screwed didn't want him. We will do this together, okay?" 

"Okay." He said running a hand through his hair. 

After a trip to the emergency room, a simple blood test of both Criss and the baby confirmed that Criss was 
indeed the little guy's dad although you could clearly see the resemblance between them. Before we left the 
hospital we both decided on a name. Criss picked Memphis and | picked Blaze. Little Memphis Blaze was an 
absolute sweetheart and | looked forward to helping raise him. 

"So, dad, are you ready to drop an insane amount of money?" | asked Criss as we made our way to Target. 
"Do | have a choice?" 

"Nope. Let's go shopping." 

We spent the rest of the night buying everything Blaze would need. We picked out the furniture and then 
moved on to the clothes and other necessities. | was enjoying myself a whole lot more than Criss was, but | 


could only imagine how he was feeling right now. He looked like he was on the verge of shock, and the 


paramedic in me wanted to keep him talking to prevent that. It was safe to say that | was falling in love 


tonight and it wasn't with Nikki. 


"You look like | just gave you a million dollars." Criss said after we had finally gotten home as the sun was 


coming up. 


"You did. In human form. A lot more than a million dollars, too. C'mon. Let's get a few hours of sleep. I'll block 


him off in the bed with me until we can get the furniture put together." 


He ran a hand through his hair and looked at the living room full of stuff that we had now." You two go 
ahead. | highly doubt | can sleep right now so I'm going to get started on some of this stuff” 


"Okay but you need to get some rest too. Night” 
"Goodnight. Hey, Parker?" 


"Yeah?" 


"Thank you for talking some sense into me and being willing to help me. I'll come around, this is just all a big 


shock to me. My life changed in one second. 
| know, but it changed for the better. Trust me." 


"| know. You're going to be a good mom." 


| smiled at him as | turned around and took Blaze to my room, getting us both settled in for the night. | knew 
there were rough times ahead for both me and Criss, but | also knew that the good times would far outweigh 
the bad. Blaze gave me a small smile his sleep and | think my heart completely melted. | rubbed his little hand 
triggering his grasp reflex as his little hand wrapped around my finger and held on tight. | closed my eyes and 
drifted off to sleep with a smile on my face. 


The Phone Call 


Nikki's POV 


"What's up with you, man? You didn't say anything the whole flight home." Tommy asked after we had gotten 
off of the plane in Los Angeles. 


"Nothing. Just wanted some peace and quiet." | said as | grabbed my bags. 
‘Ils this about Parker?" 


"What about Parker, Tommy? | fucked up with her at the air show and then she disappeared and you saw how 


she acted this morning." 
"She said she didn't feel good and that's why she went home." 


Was he really being this dense? "No, dude, her whole facial expression and mood changed because you called 
me out in front of everyone to kiss her. | was a fucking idiot and barely kissed her cheek and then said | was 
doing it only because | was a gentleman" 


Tommy threw his hands up as if to say he was innocent. "Hey, | was just trying to have a little fun. You didn't 
have to kiss her and | have no idea what's going on between you two. You should have done whatever was best 
for you and her. Don't put this on me man. If you really like her fucking nut up already and tell her instead of 
both of you playing this guessing game. You are stupid to let her slip through your fingers. Thats all I'm 
saying about this. Ball is in your court” 


Why did he had to be so fucking annoying, but right at the same time? | bumped my fist to his and headed to 
my car and home, trying to figure out what the hell to do to make this right. | thought about just picking up 
the phone and calling her to lay my feelings out on the line, but if she really didn't feel that way about me? 
Relationships weren't my strong point either and my hopes were pretty high right now, so getting shot down 
was going to hurt. Maybe | could just keep texting her casually and try to dig a little more into the situation 
before | decided to tell her how | felt? That could go on forever if | couldn't ever truly figure out what her 
intentions may be. Fuck! There seemed to be no better way to go with this. 


Almost a week passed by as | did nothing but sit at my house thinking about Parker. | kept thinking about the 
night we went flying and how perfect everything seemed while we were up there looking down on everything 
else. The only thing that | could have added to that was to have been holding her hand tightly in mine. Too bad 
| hadn't thought of doing that then. 


If one thing was productive out of my not doing nothing all week, | had at least managed to write down a few 


lyrics that | could come back to later. | had tried to finish them out into songs, but | only got a few lines 
written and then ended up just sitting there and staring at the paper. My mind always eventually wandered 
back to Parker and that was the end of my productivity. | wondered what she was doing and if she may have 
thinking about me. 


| picked up my phone and typed out a simple message asking how she was doing, but then | deleted it and laid 
my phone back down. Every time it went off though | jumped for it, my heartbeat speeding up hoping that it 
was her, but it never was. That didn't help my mood much. | decided | needed to get out of the house for a bit 
before | went crazy. | called DJ who wasn't doing much at home so we decided to meet up and see what we 


could get in to. 
"| was thinking about going to take some pictures. You up for exploring?" | asked DJ. 
"Yeah. Let's go." 


We walked up and down the streets of LA, shooting photos of different things and people. DJ messed around in 
some of the pictures as we joked and talked, and for just a little bit, | was able to get my mind off of Parker. 
Photography had become my escape from everything and it wasn't letting me down today either. DJ didn't 
really know the story of me and Parker so | was thankful that he wasn't bugging me about her or what was 


going on with us. 


"l'm craving ice cream, man. You want some? I'll buy." DJ late that afternoon 
"That does sound pretty good. Yeah." 


We walked a little ways more up the road and came upon an ice cream shop. We found a little table in the back 
and sat down, making small talk as | looked back through my pictures from the day. The ice cream was perfect 
to cool us off a little bit from the warm temperatures outside today. Part of me wished that it was Parker 
that was sitting at the table with me and not DJ. 


"So whatever happened with you and the girl?" DJ asked, almost as if he knew that | was thinking about her. 


| chuckled sarcastically and shook my head. "I honestly have no idea. I'm pretty sure | fucked things up with 
her last weekend. | have never felt this way about a girl before like | feel with her. | feel like | need to do or 
say something drastic to win her over because she's so strong and independent. Not that | would want her to 
depend on me, but | just don't know what to think about her. | like her a lot though, | just need to figure out 
how to get things going." 


"Aw man, come on. If you don't know for sure by now that she is not interested in you, then you should just 


let her know how you feel. She may be feeling the same way or waiting on you to make the first move." 


He was right. | had to admit that | was a little envious of the relationship he had with his wife. They were best 


friends and complimented each other so well and | knew that Parker and | could have that too. 


"You're right. You're very right. When did chicks get some complicated, dude?" 

He laughed. "When did you become such a chicken shit?" 

"Fuck you" 

We laughed as we finished our ice cream and my cell phone started to ring. My heartbeat sped up just like it 
had been until | pulled my phone from my pocket and saw that it was Tommy. | sighed, wondering what hell | 
was fixing to catch about me and Parker now. 

"What's up man?" | answered, 

"Have you seen the news?" 

"No. I'm out and about with Du, fucking around, What am | missing?" 

"You need to call Parker and check on her." 

His words echoed through my head and my heartbeat sped up again, this time out of concern instead of hope. 
"Tommy, what the fuck is going on man?" 

"The whole city is gore, man Call her and call me back" 

The phone went dead and | hurriedly dialed Parker's number, more concerned with her well being than anything 


else. | had no idea what Tommy meant by the whole city was gone, but it didn't sound good at all. Her phone 


rang and rang but she never picked up. 
"What's wrong?" DJ asked 
"| don't know, man, Tommy just said | needed to check on Parker and that the whole city was gone." 


"Fuck. Let's get back then so you can figure things out. Come on" 


Gone 


Parker's POV 


To say that this past week had sucked was a major understatement, and it had nothing to do with Nikki or 
Blaze. Blaze was adjusting well to his new life on earth and he was honestly the best baby that | had ever been 
around. He never fussed unless we waited too long to get him his bottle and he almost slept through the 
entire night without waking up. It was fun watching Criss get attached to him and interact with him, and it had 
gotten to the point now that we were fighting over him. It was safe to say the little guy had us both wrapped 
his finger. 


It felt like the idiots had been out in full force this week. | had practically lived at the firehouse for the last 
few days, working my shifts and Criss' so that he could spend time with Blaze, and it was starting to wear on 
me. | had lost count of the number of calls we had been on between medical calls, wrecks, and every house in 
town deciding to spontaneously combust it seemed. There had been more fatalities then usual and it felt like 
every person | had touched to try and rescue or help had died. That in itself was mentally exhausting and 
unacceptable to me. Day before yesterday we got called out to an abandoned warehouse fire and Michael had 
fallen through the third story floor almost taking me with him, but | had managed to grab a piece of metal 
and hang on until we could both be pulled back onto the floor. That had earned me a nice, strong whole body 


soreness and we were both scraped and bruised, but we were both alive and that's all that mattered. 
"l'Il be glad when you pull out of this mood you're in" Michael said as he flopped down on the couch beside me. 


We were actually having a little bit of down time right now which was surprising considering that mother 


nature was raising hell outside right now. 

"| know. It's just been a rough few days." 

"You can't win them all, P." 

"Yeah, but that doesn't make it any easier." 

"Why dont you go home and swap out with Criss? I'm sure some baby cuddles would cheer you up." 

And Nikki. "Nah. He's enjoying himself and he needs it." 

| tried to focus on what was playing on tv, but my eyes became heavier and heavier to hold open. | finally let 
them close, but that was too much to ask because the bells and the siren went off at the same time which 


never happened when there was just a wreck or a fire. The room went black and silent quickly as the power 


went out and Jep yelled for everyone to get down to the garage where the trucks were. The fact that the bell 


and siren were going off together meant that there was a tornado warning for the city and the fact that Jep 
was yelling for us all to get to the trucks meant that this wasn't just a radar indicated tornado. 


"Fuck" | groaned as | pushed aching body up off the couch to make my way to the trucks. 


| slid down the pole from the second floor, landing in between the trucks where Jep was standing and waiting on 


us. 


"There is a very large tornado on the ground right now demolishing the city. | want both of these trucks 
packed as much as possible with medical supplies and do it as fast as you can before we get trapped in here 
and can't get out or worse. This is no joke and its already very bad. We should have been out of there ten 
minutes ago. Let's get going.” 


| had never seen such a look on Jep's face before. Jep was very smart and calm when it came to firefighting 
or providing medical attention to someone, so very seldom did he ever have a panicked nature about him, but 
it was very evident right now. That by itself told me that this was going to be a day that | would probably 
never forget for the rest of my life. Something about the way he was acting right now told me that life was 
about to change. 


"That's the last of it, Jep. We completely cleaned out the supply closet and we have each packed a bag. Let's 
get out of here." | told him. 


"Pete and Jimmie, be careful driving. | have no idea where this thing is right now or where it's headed. No one 
separates until this thing is long gone and keep your eyes open. Help whoever you can. Stay in contact by radio. 
Get your families on the phone if you can You guys mean a lot to me so stay safe please. Lets go do what 
we do best." 


Chills raced up my arms at his words as he turned away from us and climbed into the pickup truck that 
belonged to the department. | put my helmet on, looking at Michael who's face looked like it mirrored the way | 
felt. | climbed into the ladder truck beside Pete who was driving and we pulled out into the rain, under the 
blackest day time sky that | had ever seen before. That feeling that | had that day up on the bridge rushed 


back to me. 


The sirens on the truck wailed loudly as we drove across town, stopping once we hit the damage. | had never 
seen anything like this in my life before, and for the first time in my career, | wasn't sure what to do or 
where to start. There was absolutely nothing left but scarred trees and one or two walls of a house. People 
were walking around in a state of shock, checking on neighbors and trying to make sure their own were all 
accounted for or okay. It didn't take long for people to realize we were here and start motioning to us for us 


help. | left my thick yellow jacket in the truck and jumped out with my bag, still not sure of where to start. 
"Can you help us lift this wall please?! My son is down there!" A man yelled 


That was my starting point and a good start | suppose because the boy only had a few scrapes, but a bad 


memory that would last a lifetime. | went to everyone who called out to me, losing track of how long we had 
been out here helping people. | came across one lady who was crying hysterically saying that she could hear 
her baby crying but couldn't find him. | found him buried in some mud and under some debris, seconds after 
he quit crying and stopped breathing. | did everything in my power to revive the baby, but | wasn't a miracle 
worker. Tears poured from my eyes as | placed the lifeless baby in his mother's arms and wrapped my arms 
around them both as she cried into my rain soaked t-shirt. That one incident seemed to set the tone for the 


rest of the evening as the number of deaths continued to rise. 


Day faded into night as we continued to search for people and help people. The word was out now and 
volunteers were starting to roll in but there was still so much to be done. | had gotten separated from the 
truck and the rest of the guys, but | was okay with that. | worked non-stop through the night helping who | 
could and where | could Night faded into morning and brought with it a bright and hot sunrise, but what 
should have been a positive thing only shed more light onto just how bad my town had been hit and hurt. 


"Parker!" 


| turned around at hearing my name for the first time in hours instead of ‘Hey! or ‘Help mel. | recognized the 
policeman walking up to me as Tony, who was usually around when we worked a call. He looked just like | did - 
tired, wet, and nasty. | stopped what | was doing and walked over to him, being careful not to trip on anything. 


"How's it going Tony?" 


| don't even know right now, Parker. | ran into Criss a bit ago. He said he was fine and his place was spared. He 


asked me to take you home though." 


| couldn't go home right now. There was way too much to be done out here. People were still missing. "Tony, | 


can't leave. There's too much going on" 


He chuckled. "Criss said you were going to argue. Really though, Parker, | need to take you home. It's okay. 
Workers are swapping out now since volunteers are arriving every minute. You have to take care of yourself 


too, you know. You look pretty beat up." 
| shrugged. "Just some cuts and scrapes. It's the house, isn't it? It's gone." 


He just stared at me. "I'm sorry, Parker. | haven't been out there so | don't know how bad. Criss just said you 
needed to get out there. Come on" 


| really didn't have it in me to argue, so | followed him to his patrol car and got in, looking at the total 
destruction as we drove. With no buildings standing, | honestly had no idea where we were at times and this 
had been my home since | was a kid. | had been so busy trying to help other people that | hadn't even 
considered the fact that | may not have had a home anymore. My heartbeat sped up as we turned down the 
long gravel road that led to the house. The closer we got the barer the trees looked and | pretty much knew 
then that there was probably nothing left. We neared the end of the road and the clearing came into view only 


this time there was no log house sitting there, just a pile of wood and bricks scattered all over the place. 
What | hadn't been expecting though was the fact that only a part of the roof had been ripped off of the 


hangar, which gave me hope that the planes were okay. 
"Fuck" | mumbled as | got out of Tony's car. 
‘I'm sorry, Parker. | guess even heroes aren't immune to the hand of God" 


‘lm not a hero, but you're right. No one is immune. Thanks for the ride, Tony. Go home to your family and 


hold them tight" 
‘lm not just leaving you out here Parker. There's nothing left" 


"But you're wrong. Everything is here, | just have to put it back together and that's what l'm going to do. The 


hanger looks fine so | have a bathroom and shelter. l'm good, Tony.’ 


He reluctantly left me standing there in the pile of rubble and my only option was to start picking up the 
pieces. After a quick check on the hanger, | had been right and only the room my Dad had made his office had 
been damaged and that was only because of rain and wind. The airplanes sat there unharmed, in all of their 


glory almost as if to say they had my back and were there for me if | needed them. 


| spent the day sorting through the pile of what used to be my house, trying to salvage what memories | 
could. | kept some of the wood and brick too with the intention of putting them in the new house that | was 
going to rebuild right here where this one had been sitting. | wanted it close to what the original house had 
looked like, but with my touch on it. That was still a good ways off though. It was going to take forever to 


clean this mess up. 


The sun faded into darkness again as | continued to work, but it was getting hard to now. | had lost track of 
how long it had been since | had slept or had a good meal. | knew it had only been a day or two but it felt like 
a century and my body felt like it had been a lifetime. | didn't stop though and the sun eventually rose again, 
just like nothing had ever happened. | managed to find some matches that would still light and set fire to a 
huge pile of stuff | had made that was no longer good. | pushed myself to keep working and promised myself 
that when the sun went down today, | was going to call it quits and rest because | knew | couldn't go much 


longer. 


As the sun went down | started back toward the hanger with the intention of crashing on the couch that had 
been in dad's office, but the effects of the last few days caught up with me before | could make it. | stumbled 
over my own feet and hit the black pavement and either passed out or just gave up, | couldn't tell which. My 


world went black. 


Relief 


Author's Notes: 
| had a little hiccup with the chapters | think! | think | missed this one with my last upload so I've fixed the 


sequence. Sorry about that! Thanks for reading! 


Nikki's POV 


"Criss says he hasn't seen or heard from Parker since two days ago when she went to work. He says he's 
going to meet us one exit before we get there and take us the back way to the house." | told Tommy after 
hanging up with Criss. "I just want to see her and know that she's okay.” 


"She's probably fine, Nikki. She's a tough girl. This is the second time though that life has been almost sucked 


from one of us. Life is too short, tell her how you fucking feel already, man" 


"| will after we get there and see how she is and what mindset she is in. I'm not going to lay it all out there as 
soon as we get there. I'm going to do it though." | had already made up my mind on this if she wasn't de...no. | 


wasn't going to think like that. 
If you don't, I'm going to so the choice is yours." 


Tommy and | had decided immediately to load buses with any and every living essential and head to Oklahoma, 
mainly to help and support Parker if she needed it, but to spread around too. Tommy and | were on my bus, 
with a trailer full of stuff and his bus was behind us, loaded down. | hadn't been able to get in touch with 
Parker since | found out what was going on and | was beyond worried, even more so now that Criss had said 
he hadn't talked to her either. He had told us that he knew her house had been destroyed but that was about 
it. My heart ached for her hearing that the house had been destroyed and knowing that was a huge piece of 
her Dad that she still had left. 


It was dark when we rolled in and Criss led us away from all of the destruction, to get to Parker's. This was 
going to be his first time going to check on her and he wasn't even sure if she would be there or not. | waited 
anxiously as we made our way slowly down the long, dark road that led to her house. | watched as Criss 
stopped suddenly and jumped out of his truck, running over to something laying on the concrete. | hated myself 
for how long it took me to realize that it was Parker. | tore out of the bus and joined Criss at her side. 


"She's alive, but | have no idea what's going on" He said picking her up. 


"Take her to the bus. Come on" 


He mumbled something to Tommy as we ran back to the bus with a lifeless Parker and laid her on the bed. 
The site of her told a story, a story that no one should have ever had to experience. She was covered in dirt 
and filth, dried blood and who knew what else. She was still in her fire department t-shirt and her firefighting 
bottoms. It was hard to tell what was her blood or injuries in the midst of everything else she was covered in 
Her beautiful, pained face had a horrible gash and scrapes all the way down her face as if she had fallen face 


first onto the concrete. 


"When the hell did this happen, dude? Did | miss something?" Tommy asked as he appeared in the bedroom of 
my bus with a very small baby in his arms. 


"Yeah, | missed it too until he was left at my front door. Do you mind keeping an eye on him until | can make 


sure Parker is okay?" Criss asked. 

"Hell yeah! Me and little man will go find some cartoons to watch. Is Parker going to be okay?" 

"I think so. She probably hasn't stopped and just passed out. l'm going to kill her." Criss said. 

Criss checked her out and she was technically okay as far as her blood pressure and all of the medical stuff 
went. Criss had started an IV on her and was giving her fluids while | cleaned up her some and held some ice 
against it. | stroked her hair lightly wishing hard that she would just wake up so | could hear her voice again. It 
took about an hour, but she eventually opened her eyes and looked up at me with a very confused look on her 


face. 


"Nikki?" She spoke, and god it was the most beautiful sound in the world. "What are you doing here? Where am 


|e" 


"Hey, beautiful. You're in my bus. Tommy and | loaded up our buses and drove out here as soon as we heard 


what was happening. How are you feeling?" 


"Like death. Thank you for coming. You guys are awesome. Ouch. Fuck! Are you sure you didn't beat the shit 


out of me while | was out?" She cracked a small smile. 
"No, babe, that wasn't me, but it looks like life did a number on you." 
"Gee, thanks. You could have lied and said | looked pretty or something." 


Live it to this chick to be in the state she was in and still be cracking jokes. This is why | loved her, and many 


other reasons as well. 
"You are beautiful. Even with your face all scratched up." | smiled. 


| was trying to go back to the hanger and lay down, but | didn't make it. | tripped and fell over my feet and 


just said fuck it." 


"IFs okay. You can rest now." | said, stroking her hair before | could stop myself. 


Mixed Signals Again 


Parker's POV 


My body was killing me and | felt really bad for being in Nikki's bed as nasty as | was, but | couldn't worry 
with any of that right now because he was running his fingers through my hair and it felt so damn good. | 
wanted to tell him how | felt to see how he reacted to it, but | wasn't sure | was up to dealing with him 
shooting m down which | knew he was going to do, so | decided against that right now. | was content with him 


laying here beside me. 

"She awake?" | heard Criss’ voice. 

‘Im okay." | mumbled. 

"What happened, P? Why were you on the ground?" 

"I tripped and fell. Don't ask me if | got knocked out or just went to sleep because | have no idea" 

"When's the last time you've eaten or slept?" He asked. He knew me too well. 

| shrugged. “The day this happened." 

"Jesus, Parker. You have two choices and I'm not putting up with any bullshit. You can either let me check you 
out and get cleaned up here and keep the fluids going or you're going to the hospital. One of those two so take 
your pick." 


"Tonight's your lucky night because | don't have any fight left in me. There's no need in taking up space at the 
hospital so do whatever you have to do." | answered. 


"Alright. Nikki, give us a little bit please." Criss told him. 
"Sure. If | can do anything to help, just let me know." 


| smiled at him as he walked out of the small bedroom, shutting the door behind him. | let Criss help me get 
my nasty clothes off and get cleaned up. | trusted Criss with my life and though it felt awkward not being able 
to do this by myself, | never once felt awkward about the fact that he was seeing me naked. He only looked 
when he had too and he turned his back the rest of the time. He cleaned all of my cuts and scrapes and put 
medicine on them, bandaging what he needed to and leaving the rest a lone. Now that | was clean, | was 


covered with cuts and bruises that | hadn't seen before. 


"| grabbed several plates of food from different groups passing them out so go eat." He said once we were 


done. 

| nodded. "Thanks, Criss. You're the best brother." 

| don't think Asher would appreciate you saying that." 

"Yeah, well Asher isn't here now is he? You are. And two rockstars who I've only known a few months." 
"Hey, I'm only watching after your crazy ass until someone else decides to share his feelings." 

"Shit, Criss. He doesn't like me. Get that out of your head please. | can't deal tonight." 

| made my way from the back of the bus and grabbed a sandwich plate from the stack of food plates and 
walked outside into the darkness. | had started the generator for the hanger and that was the only light 
around except what was coming from the buses. | climbed slowly with shaking muscles onto the wing of one of 
the planes and leaned against the body of it. 

"You alright there, killer?" Tommy asked as he walked into the hanger, holding a tiny human in his arms. 
"Yeah, I'm okay. Just another day in the shit life of me lately. You look good with a baby in your arms." 


"Yeah, it's been a while since | could do this with my boys. | think he wants his mom though." 


| smiled as he handed Blaze to me and Blaze stared up at met with wide eyes before giving me a huge smile. | 


laughed and played with him, happy to have this little guy in my life right now. 


"Thank you guys for coming. It means a lot. | know you're busy and trying to get things lined up again for the 


tour." | said to Tommy. 


"We weren't doing much of anything right now. This is starting to become our second home now and you have 


become family so we had to come help." 

"How are you holding up?" Nikki asked as he rounded the nose of the plane. 

"Okay, | guess. Just tired and sore." 

Tommy smirked at me and walked away as Nikki joined me on the wing of the plane and sat down beside me. | 
was getting tired of me being the only one who saw that Nikki didn't have feelings for me and was not 
interested in me in any kind of way. | wanted the smirks and comments to stop, but | didn't know how to voice 


that and actually be taken seriously or be rude about it. 


"Criss said you've had a rough week. Anything you want to talk about?" He asked. 


‘Not really. Its just been call after call and every person I've touched this week has died it seems, and now 
this shit happened. Just when | think | see the light at the end of the tunnel it turns out to be a train I've 
just sucked at life this week" 


| know you don't want to hear this, because l'm just like you, but it cant go your way every time, Parker. You 
win some and you lose some. You're human and bleed just like anyone else and there's only so much you can 


take before you break. Sometimes you just have to break and let someone save you for a change." 


The tears that | had been fighting hard to hold back started to roll down my face as | processed his words. 
Yeah, he spoke the truth but the problem was | didn't have that person to save me if | fell apart. Criss did 
not count as that person and the person who could have counted had cheated on me, so no, | really couldn't 


just fall apart right now. 
"Hey, come here." 


Nikki maneuvered us gently so that | was sitting between his legs and he pulled me back so that | was resting 
against his chest with my head laying in the crook of his neck. He rested his arms at my side since | was stil 
holding Blaze, and for the moment | didn't even care that he was sending mixed signals to me again | was tired 
of life and would have given anything to just disappear and his arms seemed to be that perfect place to 
escape to. | focused on the comfort around me that was Nikki and kept my eyes locked on Blaze as my tears 


continued to fall. 


Mine Tonight 


Nikki's POV 


| couldn't even begin to imagine what Parker was going through as she rested against me and let her tears fall. 
Part of me wanted to cry with her and part of me knew that | should probably go ahead and at least hint to 
her how | felt about her. | wanted to wrap her tightly in my arms and hold her in my arms for as long as she 
needed, but | knew she was enjoying having the baby back in her arms again. The way she looked at him made 


me wish that one day she could look at our baby like that. 


"You're amazing, Parke and no number of bad days will ever change that. No matter how many people you 
save or lose, what matters is that you risk your life trying to save them which is a lot more than most of 
us would do. | don't have the answers for what you've been through over the last few days, but | know you're 
a strong person and that you can fight back from it all. You just have to keep your head up and grind on" | 
told her. 


"What's the point now? | have nothing. Everything that | had left of my Dad is now scattered from here to 


who knows where. There's no point now." 


| turned my head away from her, trying to pick and choose my words carefully because | knew she was very 


fragile right now. | figured it was now or never. 


"There is a point. You have a guy who is madly in love with you and would do anything to make sure you had 


the world if you wanted it." 
"Who? Criss? | would never date him. He's my best friend" 


| couldn't help but chuckle. "No, not Criss. m talking about me." 
There was a few seconds of silence and she finally turned her head to look up at me and | looked down at her, 
trying to read her expression or get an idea of how she was going to react. She looked like she was unsure of 


what she had just heard. Had | just fucked up? 


| haven't stopped thinking about you since | was able to open my eyes and see you trying to get me out of 
the bus. For the first few days after the wreck | wasn't sure if it was just the fact that you had saved my 
life or if there really was something about you, but it didn't take much to realize that there really was 
something about you. You are one of a kind, Parker and you deserve to be treated that way and respected. | 
want to be the one that you come home to when you've had a bad day like you've had all week or the one you 
call and talk to if I'm on the road. | want to give you that love and respect that you deserve but never expect. 
| know you have a lot going on right now and you may not even be interested in a relationship right now, but | 


want a chance to prove to you that you are something special. If you're willing to take that chance and when 


you're willing to take that chance, I'll be here waiting.’ 


There. | had finally done it. | had finally expressed my feelings to her and laid it all out on the line. The ball was 
in her court now and | was going to respect whatever she had to say back, and | could only hope right now 
that she didn't get pissed at me for choosing right now as my time to tell her | felt. | just wanted her to know 
that she wasn't alone and that | was there for her. Maybe | mattered enough to her to make her feel like 
continuing the fight was worth it. 


"You know, that day at the airshow when Tommy called you to kiss me before me and Vince went to the plane, 
you said you did it because you were a gentleman. You know how bad it sucked hearing that was the only 


reason you kissed me?" 


Well, she hadn't yelled at me for telling her how | felt, so that was a plus but of course she would bring the 
whole kissing thing up. | guess | deserved that. 


"Yeah, that was a dickhead move on my part and I'm sorry about that. | wanted it to be so much more, but 
fucking Tommy put me on the spot and | didn't know how you felt or how you would react. It would be nice if 
we could forget that and just know that | am more than willing to make up for that when you are ready.’ 
"How about you make up for it now?" She asked. 

| had to admit that | was a little shocked by her response and her wanting me to kiss her, but | was more 
than happy to fulfil her request. | leaned down and gently pressed my lips against hers, letting the adrenaline 
and pleasure run through me. | wasn't pushing anything tonight in the state that she was in, so | kept the kiss 
simple and short, but man | wanted more when | pulled away from her. | wiped the few remaining tears from 


her face and wrapped my arms around her the best that | could and held her tightly. 


"Let's give this a go, Nikki. Be that guy to prove me wrong that all guys aren't dicks." She said, causing a smile 
to spread immediately across my face. 


Holy fuck, this was really happening. 
"Oh, | will, babe. | can promise you that." 
"We'll see." 


‘Oh my god! It's about fucking time!" Tommy said as he appeared from around the nose of the airplane. "Me 
and Criss were right!" 


| felt a light chuckle from Parker and she threw her empty water bottle at Tommy. "Yeah, yeah. Get over 


yourself" 


"Hey, don't be so violent around the baby." | joked. 


"Come on! Can't | at least get a ‘you were right Tommy?" 
"You were right, Tommy." Parker and | said at the same time. 
"Thank you! | know!" 


| shook my head and smiled as he walked off and the hanger got quiet again. | reached around Parker and stuck 
my finger in Blaze's tiny hand and he closed his fist around it. 


‘lm really tired” Parker yawned. 


Let's get you to bed then. You'll probably sleep a whole day after all of this. You should probably put some 


more ice on your face too. Its still pretty swollen" 


"Will you stay with me, tonight? Please? | mean, only if you want to." She asked, looking at me with eyes that | 


knew | would never be able to say no to. 
"Of course | will." 


| helped her and Blaze off the wing of the plane and we went back to the bus, earning smirks from both 
Tommy and Criss. We said goodnight to the two of them and laid down on fresh sheets per Parker's request. 
She laid in the middle of Blaze of me and | turned on my side watching her with him for a little bit until he fell 
asleep. | put a pillow on the other side of him so he wouldn't roll off of the bed and | kissed Parker's head as 
she drifted off to sleep. | laid awake for a few more minutes holding the ice on her face and then | decided to 
call it a night. She rolled over to face Blaze and | laid right against her back and held her close, falling asleep 
with a huge smile on my face. This amazing girl that had almost died saving my life and had sent my emotions 


and feelings on a crazy roller coaster ride over the last few months, was finally mine tonight. 


